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Now that enforcement is in the hands of the Federal
Government, I suspect that it will be handled clumsily, with
a minimum of effectiveness and a maximum of expense.
The issue will probably be regarded as another political
football. If I were a captain in the Dry Army, I wouldn't
unlace my boots yet.

As I was writing here, last night, I briefly alluded to the
satisfaction I had in Joyce's visit home, during the holiday
vacation. I had not supposed it possible for so great a change
of attitude and disposition in the course of a few weeks.
To be sure, Joyce is getting to be a young lady now and
she is aware that a little more dignity of decorum is expected
of her. But one would think she might have been somewhat
impressed by that fact a couple of years ago.
No; there is only one way to account for the new Joyce.
She has been completely carried away by the charm of her
student counsellor, whom she worships with full devotion.
And this I can readily understand; for Helen Brent is
indeed an adorable creature. From the first moment, I felt
that she belonged to us. Not to me; to us.
My sober judgment warns me against dwelling too much
on my impressions of this endearing person, but I shall
indulge myself, for a moment, and then avoid any further
reference to my own feelings toward her.
I met them at the train. It was a bright, crisp morning.
The station was crowded, because holidays were at hand
and everybody was going somewhere or meeting friends*
The gateman reluctantly let me go through. I did not know
what car my people would be in. By the time I arrived on